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Author's Notes: 

Took small creative liberty with this prompt in that lan Gillan is intended to be truly rude, as he disliked David 
Coverdale replacing him in Deep Purple, while lan Paice is more poking snide fun at a past friend he's drifted 
apart from.. which can still possibly come across as rude in the context of banter with lan Gillan, but felt 
more genuine to Paicey's pragmatic character. | had lots of fun with this idea to write a simple, snarky 
banter, (Disclaimer: lan's remarks on David and Tawny do not reflect my own opinions, even when | enjoy 


writing snide or obnoxious tones), so thanks to the wisher for providing the idea -and Merry Ficmas! 


"We must be incredibly bored with ourselves," lan suggested, "watching this abomination over anything else." 


lan Paice watched the closing moments of the Perfect Strangers video fading out into the sky, reminiscing of 
that day, and the tongue-in-cheek approach to it all he only wished they could take with every video, piecing 
together random clips of activities, and footage of land that didn't require any of them to be onscreen. That 
sentiment included the video he and lan Gillan were taking a break from, whilst the producers went over the 


accumulated footage. 


They'd gotten away with it for "Call of the Wild", with enough chain pulling and luck However, they were having 
to endure multiple takes for a performance video of "Bad Attitude". 


At least, few producers expected flashy acting and dance moves from Deep Purple, and they had that much to 


save them from making but so much of a production while playing their parts. 


"From watching any of it, you would think we didn't really want to make a video," Paicey quipped, pausing a 
moment, before feigning sudden realization. "Oh, thats right, we actually didn't -or have any idea of what we 


were doing, for that matter!" 


"We were just about bloody forced to." lan rolled his eyes. "It's nothing short of amazing that Ritchie didn't put 
up any more of a fight than he did. Then again, | suppose the last singer he had a fling with in Rainbow 


somehow got him past his usual aversions." 


Paicey snorted, silently declining to comment on the latter topic, as involving too many unfamiliar aspects to 
attempt to be fair while poking fun. "Not that we were forced to, though | believe the proper term for it was 
‘strongly encouraged." 


"And yet, here we go again with it. Not that it would make us leave it, but do you suppose there's still a 
difference these days with where the music industry is going?" 


Without waiting for Paicey's response, lan looked back to the TV, before lighting up with an evil glee to rival 
that which only Ritchie could exude most of the time at the sound of synthesized chords opening a recent hit, 
almost on cue. It was confirmed by the band name and song title listed at the bottom of the screen, which 


displayed a red-haired, feminine figure turning round-offs over the hoods of adjacent, luxury cars. 


"Oh, to speak of it! There's Whitesnake. I've heard they've finally hit it. Now this ought to be interesting, seeing 


how Coverdale manages with being a video star." 


"| already know they've certainly changed a lot in sound since Jon left, and even more since | did" Paicey noted 
the airy synthesizer tone, before shrugging playfully at the silhouettes of the band on a stage, highlighting 
massive, teased hair. "Well, | suppose ¡Fs just as well we left when we each did. Perhaps we'd eventually have 


been asked, as | don't suppose we would have been very productive to creating that image." 


"| see he's become a bottle blond," lan snickered, as the camera finally focused in on David's face. "My, he's 
come a long way since the plump Boy Scout turned up at your studios to replace me. More authentic by the 
day! | wouldn't be sure to say if he's changed more in appearance or persona" Pausing, lan stole a look at 
another long-haired, blond figure in the background. "Perhaps this time he feared he'd be upstaged by his 
guitarist in looks as well as talent? You would think they're keeping the camera away from the rest of the 


band on purpose." 


"Might be a legitimate fear for David, if they've decided to appeal to that audience." Paicey studied the camera 
pattern "Welll You may as well ask why they even needed to be present with him for the video at alll" 


lan stayed quiet, feigning seriousness while listening to Paicey's response, but slowly allowing a sinister grin to 
spread across his face, watching the female persona hang out the window of one of the cars, motion simulated 
by wind machines. On closer, momentarily serious inspection, he readily recognized her as the supermodel, 
Tawny Kitaen, whom just so happened to be David's current wife. 


"Oh, | see," lan declared, "he'll play it off just fine then, if anyone does notice the rest of the band too much. 
The whole world can see he's not one bit concerned if all the girls fall for his guitarist, instead. He's got a far 


better woman than any of them can hope to be." 


A low chuckle broke through his voice as the camera panned to a shot of Tawny and David together in the 
car, and David receiving a quick peck to the cheek as he acted the motion of driving and attempting to maintain 
control of the vehicle through lust and temptation 


"Oh, dear..." lan ended his laughter with a dramatic, descending sigh. "| wonder which one of them will suffer 


most when it all ends in heartache." 


"Hmmm" Paicey perched his chin on tented hands, smirked, then pointed a finger up, mocking sudden realization 
"Depends on how authentic this persona truly is. It still remains competition to some, | suppose, if there's any 
true need for all THAT show." He sobered up. "Though, if Jon's concerns he shared with me were true, | do 
believe David's got far greater reasons to be weary than competing against the groupie counts of his guitarist. 
Amazing, if he's indeed managed to find himself a guitarist who could outdo Ritchie with his questionable 


motives.” 


"Rumor on the street is the band is in upheaval -maybe that ought to be why. lan snickered. "If not brought 
on by selling out, as the consequence of fame is said to go. | suppose we were lucky to have already begun our 
battles before making our hits!" 


"Perhaps it was good, to not have broken apart for something so petty and unavoidable, though if it were 
entirely up to my preference, some of our breakups would not have happened at all" Pushing aside the 
sensitive subject for a more positive outcome, Paicey looked back to the screen as David gazed into the 
camera, dramatically motioning a strong grip along with the verse lyrics, becoming more animated as it built 
up to the climax of another chorus. "Though at least someone benefitted, as | suppose he wouldn't have made 


it to this screen if not for that. If that's what he indeed so wanted -too each their own" 


"| would say lucky for him, if not for how Ritchie was at that time." lan leaned forward and strained to get a 
close look, taking advantage of the buildup to the guitar solo implied through the drawn-out, ending lines of the 
chorus, allowing slightly longer views of the band members. "Hah! The rumors are true, indeed. That's not John 
Sykes with him, though the one of his fwo replacements could make a fine double from a distance and with 
enough haze and lighting. I'd like to say that's concealing quite a lot for selling out to be one of the main 
attractions on MTV." 


"Whatever he is concealing, | doubt it's anything I'd envy for the fame. On its own, | could understand some of 
the motivations behind selling out," Paicey offered, charitably. "I'm not entirely sure | could fault him for it" 


"Granted," he continued, with a hint of a naughty smirk returning, "I believe there are other ways of doing it, 


and would probably draw a line before reaching quite this far. In a world | ever could" 


"What, all of us getting back together for the offer of a hefty sum, simply based on an old name that might 
as well have long since lost its proper meaning? We've never been literate in fashion well enough to try the 
standard approach he's taken to." Snickering, lan bugged his eyes at the flashing images of different band 


members onscreen. "Not sure I'd care to attempt to be, either. Doesn't look like much fun for the production 


of it" 


"There's more important things to save perfection for, if you ask me. I've yet to think our way wasn't worth 


it so far. If for tad bit of drama." Paicey shrugged. "Well, I've certainly seen WORSE." 


"Certainly SEEMED worse, watching it from afar after being cast out," lan retorted, watching as David keeled 
back in the driver's seat of the car onscreen in a passionate display with Tawny, immediately following a 
particularly high, drawn-out note, finally resolving to the solo. "Oh well, | suppose | prefer seeing him play it up 
for the telly with his own woman than to feel like I'm watching and hearing my own lady be done by another 


man. 


Shaking his head, in spite of his grin, Paicey sighed to himself. David's time as frontman in Deep Purple was one 


thing he knew lan might never let go, or accept. 


"For whatever hindsight of poor decisions made in that time, and perhaps dragging on too long, | didn't mind 
playing with him. He was quite strong for what he was brought into, and the most reliable in the end. Certainly 
didn't back down, despite how many doubts he had in himself. Though you'd never guess he had them, now. 
Perhaps I'll hope for his sake he'll still remember when to have them" 


"At least it came back as it should be." lan chuckled as the chorus returned, riding out the song and video with 
continued flashes between romantic car scenes and stage bravado. "| would think some might beg to differ, but 
one's Terminally in hiding after his poorly judged attempt, and it appears he's got no shame or regrets of 


where he is, now, for ending up on his own, again. To each their own, indeed." 


"As long as there's none later -that's the real test, and what really matters. And a long way To fall he's 
allowed himself, should he." Resisting the urge to groan as he heard a producer calling him and lan back to the 
set, Paicey stood to turn off the television as the video faded out. "Laughs and gags aside, | wish him the 
best" 


"Whatever that even means to him, now, if | could care any less." lan cast one final, baleful, jealous glance at 
the screen, as if David were still on it as the picture flickered down to a line in the middle, before going blank 
"He's certainly adjusted to this crap better than us." 


